Thehiflory 

fat. Out gall. They. Finch egge. 

Achil. My fwect Tatroclm I am thwarted quite, 

From my great purpofe into morrow cs batcell, 

Here is a letter from Queene Hecb /; 

A token from her daughter my faire louc 
Both taxing .-me,and gaging me to keeper 
An oth that I haue fworne: I-wil notbreakc it. 

Fall Greckes, fay le fame, honour or go or Bay, 

My motor vow .lies herejthis iieobay, 

Gbme,com cfTherJitet hdp to trimmy tent? 

This night in banquetting muft al be fpcnt,away fatrochu. 
Ther, Wjch to much blond-, aind to little braine, thefe two 
may run mad, but if with to much braine and to little bioud 
they do ile be a cure: of mad- mender's Agamemnon^cv ho- 
neft fellow inough, and one that loucs quailes , bucheehas 
not fomuch braine as earc-wax, and the goodly tranffor- 
mation of lupiter there, his be the Bull, the primjtjue ftatue, 
and oblique memorial of cuck-olds,a thrifty iTiooing-honie 
in a chaine at his bare legge, to what forme but that hee is, 
fibould wit larded with malice, andmalicefacedwith witte, 
turne himto : to an Afle.were nothing hee is both Aflc and 
Oxe,to an Oxe were nothing, her s both Qxe and Afle,to be 
a day,a Moyle, a Cat,aFichooke,a rode,a Lezard, an Chile, 
a Puttock, or a Herri ng without a rows , I would not care, 
But to bee Menelam I would confpircagainft defteny, askc 
me what I would be, if I were not Therfites , for Icare not to 
be the Loufe of a Lazar, f<? I were not Mcr.elaus — hey-day 
ij? rites and fires. 

Enter Again: Vlif}'is y Nefl:anci c Diomcd with light f. 
Aga. We go wrong we goe wrong. 

Aiax. No,yonder tis there where we fee the lights. 

Hell. Itroable you. 9 Aiax. No not a whit: 

Vlif Here comes himfeife to guide you, 

Ackil. Welcome braue welcome Princes all. 

Aga. So now faire Prince of Troy, 1 bid God night, 

Aiax command* the guard to tend on you. ' 

Held. Thanks and good night to : • 

Good night my Lord# 
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of Troy las andCreffeida. 

Hell. Good night fwect Lord c Menelam. 

Ther .Sweet draught, fweet quoth a,fweet finke,fwcet fure. 
Achil. Good night and welcome both to thofc that go or 
tarry Ana.G ood night. Exeunt Again: AdenclarM. 
Achil- Old Jtfettor tarries,«nd you to Diomed. 

Keepe Heeler company an houre or two. 

<Dio. I cannot Lord, I hauc important bufineffe. 

The tide whereof is now, good night great Hettor. 
/Toff.Giue me your hand. 

Vlif. Follow his torch, he goes to Calcas tent, ile keepe you 
company. Troy. Sweet fir you honor me? 

Heft. And fo good night. 

•Achil. Come, come, enter my tent. Exeunt. i 

Ther. That fame Diomedt a falfe hearted roague,a mo ftyn- 
Juft knaue , I will no more trilft him when hee Ieeres, then 1 
Will a ferpent when hee hiffcs,hee will fpend his mourn and 

promifelikcbrablcrthe hound , but when he perform es,Al- 

fronomers foreted it, it is prodigious, there wil come fome 
change , the Sonne.boirowes of the Moone when Dt.med 
keepes his word , Twill rather Icaiie to fee Heft or then not 
to dog him, they fay hee keepesa Troyan drab, and vfesthe 
trayto^ Calcas tent . lie after— -nothing but letchery all in- 
continent varlots. Enter Diomed. 

Dio. What are youvp here ho ? fpoake? Chat. Who calls 
Dio. VtomedjChalca* I thinke wher’s your daughter 
Cal. She comes to you. 

Vltf. Stand, where the torch may not difcciicr vs. 

Troy. Crejfid ccmcs forth -to him. Enter Qrejjtd. 

Dio. How row my charge. t 

Gref . Now my fweet gardian,haikea word witn-you. 

Troy. Yea fc familiar? 

Vlif. Shce will fiug any man at firft fight, 

T her. Andanymanmay fingher,ifheecantakchcr Clift, 
fire’s noted. Dio. Will yon remember? 

Cal. Remember yes.- (y our WQ*Wj* 

Die.- Nay but do then and let your miridebe coupled with 
Troy. What fhall (he remember. Vlif. Lift? 

C ref. Sweet hony Greeke tempt me no more to folly. 
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